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welc orne
Greetings and welc0111e to the 17th Mythopoeic Conference. This year
is the Centennial of the birth of Charles Williams and to help commemorate
that, we have a number of Williams papers and a keynote Williams panel.
The Conference theae •The Daughters of Beatrice: Women in Fantasy•
springs fr011 one of Williams' concerns in his fiction and poetry -- the
Beatrician experience. Heroines in fiction have grown since Dante, and I
hope we will discover some of that growth during the Conference. We will
look at the daughters of Beatrice and discover the changes in their
presence in literature.
There are, of course, other topics being discussed this weekend. I
expect a lively experience, full of sth1ulating ideas.
The papers and
panels, the ■ usic and Bardic circles, the entertainments and
conversations, all these contribute to the special atmosphere of each
Mythopoeic Conference.
I hope that we all get the fullest enjoyment out
of the experience. Again, welcome.
Sarah Beach, Co-chairman

Notes and Autographs

®
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Scbola1<9ae st: o.,: booo1<:
acrof-tb kollrnaon
Juclith Kollmann is on the faculty of the University of MichiganFlint.
Besides being an expert on the works of Charles Williams, she is
knowledgeable in a wide range of other fantasy and Inklings-related
i nterests.
She was asked to write an essay on Centaurs for a book on
Mythic Beasts, which led her to the science fiction works of John Varley.
She presented a paper at the 1986 Conference on the Fantastic on "John
Varley's Women." She will be travelling to West Germany this November to
at.tend the Inklings Society's Charles Williams Symposium, where she will
deliver a paper on "The Question of Influence in Charles Williams'
Arthurian Poems."
Judith Kollmann's interests include competitive trail
and endurance riding, and orchids (she has a small collection of about
300).

acrtbor::z. gaesL of= boooR.:
CbaR.les ne Liot:
In addition to being an author, Charles de Lint is a musician who
plays traditional-contemporary-Cel tic music.
He also runs the Triskell
Presi;, which has published the magazine Dragonfields as well as a Paul
Edwin Zimmer chapbook. He has lived all over the world from Turkey to the
Yukon, but he and his wife, artist Maryl\nn Harris, regard Ottawa as home-a city which has figured as the location ·of his books MOONHEART and
MULENGRO.
His new book, YARROW, will be published by Ace next - month, and
he is working on his next book, GREENMJ\NTLE, which should appear sometime
next year • . As well as writing fantasy he reads widely in the genre, and
has been appointed as a judge of new fiction for the 1986 World Fantasy
Convention to be held in Providence, Rhode Island, in October.

Special gaesL:
rnaR.ioo ZirnrneR. Bn_anlea,
We are also pleased to have Marion Zimmer Bradley attending the 17th
Mythopoeic Conference as a Special Guest. Mrs. Bradley is widely known to
readers of speculative literature as the author of the Darkover series.
She was a pioneering figure in the male-dominated world of fantasy and
science fiction publication just as her female characters were among the
first to alter, and push beyond, the established stereotypes. Much of her
fiction straddles the fantasy and science fiction fields, dealing often
with sometimes controversial questions that are relevant to today's
culture.
Mrs. Bradley is a person prominent in the development of
Mythopoeic literature.
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ART SHOW, DEALERS ROOM HOURS
Friday,

Art Show, Set-Up only. 12100 noon-8:00 p.m.
Dealers' Room open to all, 12:00 noon-8:00 p.m.

Saturday: Art Show and Dealers' Room open at Conclusion of Opening
Ceremonies. Close at 7:00 p.m.
Sunday:

Art Show open 8:00 a.m.-1:30 p.m.
Dealers' Room open 8:00 a.m.-8100 p.m.

AAS
SU
LCDorm

12:00 noon.
2:00 p.m.

Abbreviations in Program Book
Applied Arts and Sciences Building
• Student Union
Los Cerritos Dormitory
a

Registration opens.
"For the Uses of Life: Tolkien, Lewis, and Williams
in Loren Eise ley 's Texts."
Mary Ellen Pitts.
AAS 326
Paper: "Wentworth in the Garden of Gomorrah: A Study of the
Anima in Descent into Hell.~ Colleen Warren.
AAS 327
3:00 p.m. Panel, "Music and Hagie." Music as a metaphor for magic;
music as a means for magic-making; how music is
used in fantasy.
Hod., Diana Paxson; Jon DeCles;
Leigh Ann Hussey, Lyn-~ Maudlin.
Small Auditorium, SU
Paper: "The Dream System in The Lord of the Rings." Sean
Lindsay.
AAS 326
4:00 p.m.
J?aper: "Excerpts from the Unpublished C. S. Lewis Biography
by his Friend George Sayer.• Kathryn Lindskoog.
Small Auditorium, SU
Paper: "Gondolin, Minas Tirith and the Eucatastrophe."
Lisa Mende.
AAS 326
5-6:00 p.m. Dinner--LC Dorm
6:00 p.111.
Paper, "C.S. Lewis as Spiritual Mentor." Ed Sellner.
AAS 327
Paper: "Gandalf, Please Should Not Sputter": The Dialog
Genius of J.R.R. Tolkien." Paul Nolan Hyde.
AAS 326
Author Readings: Small Auditorium, SU
7:00 p.m.
Discussion: "Tolkien Art and Illustration." Darrell Martin.
AAS 326
Paper: "John Heath-Stubbs' Artorius, and the Influence of
Charles Williams." Joe R. Christopher.
AAS 327
8-10:00 p.m. Welcoming Party: SU Hall
10:00 p.m.
Films (schedule will be posted), Bardic Circles.
LC Dorm
Paper,

----
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7-8:00 a.m.
9:00 a.m.
9:15 a.m.
9:30 a.m.

11:00 a.m.

Breakfast: LC Dorm
Assemble in front of Student Union (costumes encouraged)
Procession
Opening Ceremonies.
Introductions by Peter Lowentrout.
Comments by Glen GoodKnight.
Guest of Honor Address by
Judith Kollmann: "The Figure of Beatrice in the Works of
Charles Williams."
Small Auditorium, SU
Paper: "Willian, Butler Yeats: Fantast or Mythmaker?" Mythmaking, and belief1 Yeats has had an influence on
the genre of aythopoeic fantasy. C.S. Lewis aak.es
mention of his own response to Yeats' works in his
Introduction to Dymer. David N. Saauelson.
AAS 327

Presentation: Introduction to the Mythopoeic Society, and a
Slide Show of Past Society Events. Glen GoodlCnight.
AAS 326
12-1:00 p.111. Lunch: LC Dora
1:00 p.m.
Panel: "Tolkien Linguistics . " Paul Nolan Hyde, Mod., Margaret Purdy, Patrick Wynne.
AAS 326
Paper: "George MacDonald, a Major Source of Huckleberry
Finn. Kathryn Lindskoog.
Small Auditorium, SU
2:00 p.m.
Paper: "Even an Adept: Charles Williams and the Order of
the Golden Dawn." Bernadette Lynn Bosky.
AAS 327

Paper:

"Berland and Out of the Silent Planet: A
Comparison ofA Womanist Utopia and A Male-charactered Fantasy." Melanie Rawls.
AAS 326

3:00 p.m.

3:30 p.m.

5-6:00 p.m.
6:00 p.m.
6:00 p.m.

7:00 p.m.

Paper:

"Two Arthurian Epigrams by J.V. Cunningham." Joe
R. Christopher.
AAS 326
Panel: "A Centennial Retrospective on Charles Williams."
David Bratman, Mod,1 Judith Kollmann1 Bernadette
Bosley, David N. Samuelson, Richard Purtill.
Small Auditorium, SU
Dinner: LC Dorm
Author Reading: Charles de Lint. Small Auditorium, SU
Paper: "'Riguarda qual son io': Chaucer's Constance as
Sonde and Sighte." In Chaucer's "Man of
Law's Tale," Constance is a "sent vision" (Sonde
- sent), a Beatrician figure. She is an e a ~
example of the type that flourishes in fantasy, a
genre which has some of its roots in Chaucer.
Jeanette Hume Lutton.
AAS 327
Masquerade: S111all Auditorium, SU
--During the Masquerade Judging there will be a
dramatic performance based on Charles Williams'
The Greater Trumps by Amy Nyman.

Approximately 9:00 p.m. (following the Masquerade)
"The Masque of the Silmarils," written by Sarah Beach.
Small Auditorium, SU
10:00 p.m.
Films (schedule will be posted), Bardic circles.
LC Dorm
6

sanna;y
3:48 a.m. sharp.

The Sale of College Land.
Location: The Red Room, Level Five.
5:00 a.m.
Dawn Reading:
"The Piper at the Gates of Dawn." Read by Glen
GoodKnight.
Gather in front of Student Union
7-8:00 a.m. Breakfast: LC Dorm
9 a.m.
Paper, "Bradley and the Beguines:
Marion Zimmer Bradley's
Debt to Beguinal Societies in her Use of Sisterhoods
in her Darkover novel." Anne Kaler.
AAS 327
Paper: "Who is Tom Bombadil?" Gene Hargrove.
AAS 326
Fantasy Writer's Workshop:
A chance for all interested .
writers to share their work and receive comments
from fellow writers.
You are not alone!
Lynn
Maudlin, Mod.
AAS 330
10:00 a.m.
Panel: •contemporary Urban Fantasy." Magic in our world:
a look at new approaches, and old --~ c h as the
novels of Charles Williams. Marion Zimmer Bradley;
Charles de Lint, Barbara Hambly; Leigh Ann Hussey,
Diana L. Paxson.
Multi-Purpose Room ABC, SU
10:00 a.m.
Paper, "Charles Williams as Detective-Fiction Critic."
Jared Lobdell.
AAS 327
11:00 a.m.
Author Reading: Marion Zimmer Bradley
Multi-Purpose Room ABC, SU
Paper: "C.S. Lewis' Dymer: Once More with Hesitation."
Patrick Murp~

AAS 327
Paper: "Dialectics of the Ta5eldar: A Comparison of the
Grammars of Quenya and Qenya." Christopher Gilson.

AAS 326
12-1:00 p.m.

1:00 p.m.

2:30 p.m.
6-8:00 p.m.

Lunch: LC Dorm
--Discussion at one of the tabi:es during lunch, on the topic:
"The Impulse to War in Fantasy." Mod. Bonnie Callahan.
Panel: "Women in Fantasy." Women writing fantasy, women
characters in fantasy literature; the problem of
putting women in non-traditional roles in a
traditional setting; problems and opportunities
in exploring the role of women provided by the
genre. Mod.J Diana L. Paxsori1 Charles de Lint1
Barbara Hambly, Richard Purtill1 Melanie Rawls.
Multi-Purpose Room ABC, SU
Art Show and Society Auction
Presidents' Room, SU
Banquet, SU Courtyard
--comments by Sarah Beach; Society Awards and Honor
Roll by Glen GoodKnight1 Future Mythopoeic Conf.
Announcements, Greg Rihn and David Bratman1 Guest
of Honor Address by Charles de Lint, "Bushes and
Briars: Women in Fantasy", play, "The Harp Quest,"
written by Diana Paxson. (Play is set in the Scottish Borders sometime in the Middle Ages. A young
lady goes in disguise to seek her lost love.)
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8:00 p.m.

Address by Special Guest Marion Zimmer Bradley 1 followed by
"Trial By Fire," A play about a quest and an
initiation. By Aftermath Dance Theatre.
Multi-Purpose Room ABC, SU
9t00 p.m . (approx.)
Country Dancing, called by Pat Lammerts
until 11:00
Multi-Purpose Room ABC, SU
11:00 p.m.
Films [schedule will be posted)1 Bardic Circles
LC Dorm

rnonna 'Jj
Breakfast, LC Dorm
"Tolkien and Old Germanic Ethics." Robert Boenig.
Presidents' Room, SU
Writers' Workshop, Session II: Hod., Lynn Maudlin
Room 234, SU
Panel:
"Fantasy Publishing." Charles de Lint, Amy
10:00 a.m.
Falkowitz, Alexei Kondratiev, Dennis Mallonee,
Margaret Purdy, Paul Edwin Zimmer.
Presidents' Room, SU
Paper: "Epistemology in Williams' Shadows of Ecstasy.
Amy Nyman
Room 234, SU
Panel: "Poetry and Fantasy." Hod., Paul Edwin Zimmer, Tim
11:00 a.m.
Callahan I Jon DeCles, Leigh Ann Hussey. Ro··, ,n 237, S cJ
Paper, "Science, Magic and Scientism in Lewis' That
Hideous Strength." Doris T. Hyers.
Presidents' Room, SU
Paper: "The Perilous Synthesis: Sacred and Profane Love
in Dorothy L. Sayers' Thrones, Dominations."
Sayers' observations on marriage are drawn from
unfinished and unpublished manuscript of the last
Peter Wimsey novel. Nancy-Lou Patterson.
Room 234, SU
12-1:00 p.m. Lunch, LC Dorm
Closing Ceremonies
1:30 p.m.
Presidents' Room, SU

7-8:00 a.m.
Paper:
9:00 a.m.

NOTE TO: People staying in Los Cerritos Dormitory -- checkout time is by
3:30 on Monday August 11.

Program Notes
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The r,:ighleenlh
M-ylhopoeic Conf ere nee
"Looking Back from Weathertop: A Fifty Years' Retrospective"
Celebrating the Fiftieth Anniversary of
the publication of J.R.R. Tolkien's The
Hobbit.
JULY 24-27, 1987 MARQUETTE
UNNERSITY MILWAUKEE, WI
Special Events: Display of Tolk.ien's
Hobbit and Lord of the Rings
manuscripts, courtesy of Marquette
University Archives.
Display of Tolk.ien's original artwork,
courtesy of Bodlean Library, Oxford.

Membership includes room (based upon
double occupancy) and nine meals, ..

:::::h~:::::

S130 until Dec. 31, 1986

fi~~t)

S146 until June 1, 1987

S160 thereafter
S30 if providing own room and meals
until June 1987, S40 thereafter.
CONT ACT: MYTHCON XYlll
P.O. BOX 637
MILWAUKEE, WI 532010537
Dealer Info: Attn:Phil Kaveny
Art Show Info: Attn:Giovanna Fregni

.

Paper submissions: Richard C. West
1918 Madison St.
Madison, WI 53711
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Rave n sings a rneni cine
UJa~, CO~O Le
SLeal s Lbe polle n
by

Charles de Lint

Increasing, nOl.tJ, not diminishing .
With their voices, for me they are calling,
With their voices, for me they are calling,
Ya'e neye yana!
- Frank Mitchell,
from A Navajo Horse Song
The third day of her fast, hunger no longer troubled her.
The burning lands stretched for as far as the eye could see, the redbrown dirt cracked and dry under a blistering sun.
She regarded the
unchanging landscape from under eyelids dusted with cornflower pollen,
breathed the sharp dry air with short, shallow breaths.
Her cheeks and
forehead were daubed with streaks of ash that made grey patterns against
the dusky copper of her ·skin.
Her hair was drawn back in a braid
int.erwoven with feathers, rattlesnake rattles that sounded when she moved
her head, and tiny beads dyed yellow, red and green. A water gourd rested
by her left knee, under the neat pile of her discarded clothes, by her
right knee was a small travelling pack.
She allowed herself to drink
twice each day--once when the sun rose, once when it set.
Between the
rough stone of the mesa from which she studied the burning lands and the
nakedness of her lean flesh was a ceremonial blanket that she had woven
herself.
There were patterns of ash above each of her breasts, 1110re on
her stomach.
A design created from variously coloured sands was on the
stone between her gourd and pack.
She was waiting for
converse.

the spirits to find her,

that they

■ ight

This was how it was done in the old days, she assured herself, though
she had no way of knowing how she knew. When she first began to question
what she perceived as the e111pty way of her people, a voice caNe to her and
spoke in her dreaas. It told her of the lost ti■es before the stars fell,
of the spirits, but told her nothing of how those tiaes had come to be
lost, or why the spirits spoke no 1110re. An endless parade of seasons had
walked the lands beyond the desert since the Old People left the burning
lands.
There were no sha■an now, no aedicine singers.
The people that
survived could not afford to seek out the old ways that fed the spirit
rather than the stomach.
It took all their strength to eke out a living
from the desolate land1 there was none left over to chase ghosts or seek
spirits.
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that.

But the spirits were still out there in the burning lands. She knew
As the stoneworks of the Old People survived atop mesas and along

the hidden arroyos where the water no longer flowed, so did the spirits
survive as well. It needed only patience to wait for them to notice her.
It needed only time.
Night came and she drew the stopper of her water gourd as the sun
dipped below the horizon, bobbed back up in an optical illusion worthy of
the Trickster, then sank once more, this time for good. She hoisted the
gourd, tilted it, let the warm water trickle down her throat. Setting the
gourd down, she bagan to dress against the growing chill of the night.
The shirt and skirt she put on were of unbleached cotton. Over them she
wore a long jacket dyed a bluish-black from the leaves of the chiilchin,
the sumac. Her feet she left bare. When she was dressed, she took a tiny
clay pot from her pack and shook out the coal in it onto the makings of a
fire that she had readied before the sun began its journey across the sky
this morning. It was as she was blowing the fire aflame that she realized
she was no longer alone.
l\n old man stood watching her, a dark old man made al 1 the more
shadowed by the twilight1 a spirit.
She knew he was a spirit because,
while he was not of her people, he still knew her name.

"Little Raven," he said. "Is there room by your fire for an old man?"
When Raven nodded, he moved forward on silent feet and crouched by
her fire. He glanced at the patterns of ash and pollen on her face, then
at the design of coloured sand and nodded. Raven's hands returned to her
pack to come up with a handful of dried hemp leaves that she offered him.
This too was something the voice in her dreams had told her she must do.
lier own people used the hemp to make ropes, but the stranger did a curious
thing with it. He crumpled up the leaves and stuck them in the bowl of a
small clay pipe that he lit with a glowing twig from the fire. His cheeks
moved as he sucked the smoke into his lungs. Raven stared awestruck when
it issued from his nose and mouth.
She shook her head slowly and her
rattlesnake rattles sounded softly from her braid.
"Which spirit are you, grandfather?" she asked.
The old man smiled, his teeth gleaming in the firelight.
spirit--just an old man."

"I'm no

"But you know my name.•
The old man's smile grey wider.
your people call you?"

"With hair so dark, what else would

"Hola," Raven said with a shrug. I don't know. Except that all her
people had black hair, but she didn't bother to mention that.
Spirits,
her dream-voice had told her, did not like to be corrected and she'd
already done so once as it was.
"Are you looking for spirits?" the old man asked.
Raven nodded. "I've be_e n fasting for three days now, but you are the
first person I've seen."
"Do you think the spirits care whether you meet them with a full
stomach or an empty one?"
Raven made no reply.
Her dream-voice had told her that the spirits
would try to confuse her when she met them. That was their way. Besides,
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the fasting had been her own idea. "I've seen lizards and a snake,
once a coyote crossing the desert below," she said instead.

and

"Smoke with me," the old man said, "and I will tell you a s~ory of
what happened to Coyote one day." He handed her the pipe.
Raven took it dubiously. It was all very well for spirits to breathe
smoke, but what would it do to an ordinary person? Still, she didn't see
how she could politely refuse, so she raised the stem to her lips and took
a little puff.
Immediately she began to cough.
"Draw it deep into your chest and hold it there," the old man said.
"This is sacred smoke and it won't harm you if you use it sparingly."
Raven did as she was told. The smoke burned her throat and hurt her
lungs.
Her eyes teared.
But she took three lungfuls before she handed
the pipe back to the stranger.
"How do you feel?• he asked.
"A little ••• dizzy.•

"That will pass.•
The old man finished the pipe, then tapped the ashes into the fire.
lie stowed it away under his shirt and regarded her from across the fire.
His eyes are like a bird's, Raven thought.
Glittering and bright.
Her
dizziness had passed as he'd said it would, but she was beginning to feel
strange now, as though some mystery of the desert night had entered her
heart and was whispering to her as her dream-voice did, only softly, so
that she could hear the voice but not make out what was being said.
"One day, long before the stars fel 1," the old man said, "Ma' ii the
Coyote Man came upon a hogan standing alone in the desert. 11 And then he
proceeded to tell the story.

•

•

•

There were all manner of wonderful things in that hogan--fresh fish,
though there was no water nearby1 carved masks hanging on the walls, each
depicting a different creature, tortoise drums and beadwork, turquoise as
big as a man's head, weapons and tools, ceremonial blankets woven from
turkey feathers ••• wonderful things.
But what Ka' ii fancied most was a
pair of moccasins. They came from the far northern forests and were made
from moosehide, decorated with crow feathers and porcupine quills.
"Give these
there.

to ae,

friend,•

Ka' ii

said to the stranger who lived

"I can't do that,• the stranger replied.
"But you've got so many wonderful
well."

things--you don't need them as

"They are old moccasins,• the stranger said, •almost worn through.
If you were to wear them on the rocky ground they'd be of no use to you in
a week. Choose something else instead."
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But the moccasins were all that Ma'ii wanted.
"If you won't give
them to me," he said, "at least let me spend the night here."

The stranger agreed.
That night when his host wa s slee ping, Ma'ii rose from his blanke~s
and stole the moccasins. lie put th e m on and ran far out into the de se rt,
out over the sand so that they wouldn't get worn.
He ran as far as he
could go, until he could run no further. Then he lay down to sleep. When
he woke, he was back in the stranger's hogan. The stranger looked at the
moccasins on Ma'ii's feet.
•what are you doing with •Y inoccasins?• he demanded.

•Nothing,• Ka'ii replied.
•1 don't know how they caae to be on my
feet. I think they aust like ae and want to be with me instead of hanging
on your wall.•
The stranger frowned and took the aoccasins back. Ka'ii frowned too,
but he hid it free his host.
He planned to stay another night, and he
did, but that night was a repetition of the one before and he woke in the
stranger's hogan again.
•1 don't like this,• the stranger said, •still if the moccasins like
you so ■ uch, I suppose I should give the• to you.
But they have a
aedicine in thea-- lightning lives in their leather . Don't wear the• too
often--only when you want to aake a fire .
Then you ■ust dance and the
lightning will spring out of the• to light your wood.•
Ka' ii hurried hOl'le with his new possessions.
When he neared the
hogans of his people, he put them on so that they would see what a fine
gift he had been given.
They would all -marvel and make much of him-something Ma'ii expected as his due.
So he put the moccasins on, but
there was no desert where he lived. At the first step he took, the
lightning spra ng from them to light t he grass all around him. Ma'i~ grew
frightened as the grass burst into flame on every side and he started to
run. But the quicker he ran, t he fiercer the fires grew. His people saw
him coming and thought that he me a nt to burn the village down until Ma'ii
finally man aged to get the moccasins off.
They immediately burst into
flame t he n and all Ma'ii had left of his gift was a pile of ashes •

•

•

•

•After this,• the old 111Sn finished, •coyote Han's people looked at
hi11 in a strange way whenever he ca- near, and they did so for a very
long ti-.•
Whether it was the sacred saoke, or the old aan • s way of tel ling a
story, Raven saw it all befall before her closed eyelids--Ka'ii and the
stranger, the aoccasins with the lightning springing froa thea. When the
old aan fell silent, she sat quietly for awhile longer until she suddenly
realized that the story was over. She opened her eyes to find the old aan
watching her with a saile, his bird-bright eyes glittering in the
firelight.
•oid that happen to you?• she asked.
•No, no,• the old aan replied.
•That's a story the Old People used
to tell, a long ti,ne ago before the stars fell.
I' ■ old, but not that
old. Do I look like a coyote to you?•
•1tola,• Raven said .
I don't know. She was finding that conversing
with the spirits was even more confusing than her dream-voice had warned
her it would be. Perhaps it had something to do with the smoke • •••
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"You look unhappy,• the old man said.
Raven sighed.

"I expected more."

"A longer story?•

"No. It's just ••• hola. I thought I would learn something of the old
ways." She had been looking down at the fire, but now she lifted her gaze
to meet his.
"I believe there's 110re to life than growing crops and
hunting.
That there is -aning to our living, to the land around us, to
what we take froa it and what we give back. The Old People knew s0111ething
•Y people don't. They had so-thing we lack.•
"Perhaps they had mystery.•
•what?"
•or perhaps they were curious enough to ask.•
"And that's all?•
"I'm just an old man who lives in the desert, Little Raven.
I saw
you sitting here and I was curious as to what would bring one of the New
People here to sit so quietly, day after day, doing nothing, when the rest
of her people ae always busy, busy, busy. Indeed it wasn't always so.•
"What do you know of the Old People?" Raven asked, eagerness touching
her voice again.
The
and come
a cousin
remember

old man shrugged.
"Old People ••• New People.
They co■e and go
again. That's all I know. But because you have the sa ■e name as
of mine, I will teach you a Blesingway--a sacred song that I
from long ago. Would that do?"

Raven nodded happily.
The old man rose to his feet and began a
shuffling dance on the opposite side of the fire.
His voice, when he
began to sing, rang out in the desert night air, clear and piercing. The
words clung to Raven's ■e ■ory like burrs and with each chorusing •ya Ha lie
Ya Ha Itel" her spirit soared. The old ■an appeared to change shap;
he
danced-;-but she wasn't sure if that was soaething real that she saw or
something left over froa the saoke she had shared with hi ■• The outlines
of various birds and beasts seemed to be superi■posed over his. Her head
bobbed to the rhytha he woke so that her snake rattles sounded in tiae to
the shuffle of his feet.
She grew sleepy, listening, and her eyelids
drooped .
1'he last thing she re ■elllbered before she tu■bled down to lay
outstretched on her blanket, was that his voice sounded very ■uch like her
dream-voice when he spoke into the sea of her drowsiness, saying:

u

"Be the new hataalii of your people, Little Raven. Be their singer
and their medicine woman. All people, old and new, need a Blessingway.•
Then she slept.
The old man shuffled to a halt and walked slowly over to her, still
singing, but softly now.
"Ya'e neye yanal" he murmured, finishing his
medicine song.
"Yehel
Jiyel" Bending over her sleeping form, he licked
the pollen from her eyelids, then turned and disappeared into the night •

•
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Raven woke with the old man's song humming inside her. Filled with
eagerness, she packed up and broke camp, hurrying back to the hogans of
her people.
As she went she imagined the looks on their faces when she
taught them what she had learned. They wouldn't be so quick to tease her
now, they wouldn't be so quick to smile. Once they heard the song, once
they learned the dance, they would finally look at her with respect. She
grinned, happy at the thought. Her feet began the shuffling steps of the
dance and the song ca111e bubbling up in her throat. She remembered every
step, every word. She knew instinctively the rituals that 111ust accompany
the song, the ceremonial dress, how the hogan must be prepared, the
blanket hung over the door, the sand paintings that ■ust be done; the
bright cloth headband that she would wear ••••
The sharp l'..!R!.. l'..!R!.. Y!£ of a coyote barking in the distance brought
her to a sudden halt. She flushed as she reaeabered the old ■an's story.
She was doing with her gift what Ma'ii had done with his. ~eeling in t he
desert sun, she bowed her head. The sun was hot on the nape of her neck,
the sand hot and gritty against her knees. She drew a flat stone out of
the sand and opened her pack.
In the center of the stone she placed a
smal mound of hemp leaves, then with pinches of pollen, 111ade a circle
around it.
Standing quickly, she backed away, holding her pack by its
strap.
"I' 11 remember now!" she called out.
Grandfather Ma'iil I promise!"

"I won't forget again,

The burning lands were silent until a wind came up and scattered the
leaves and pollen across the sand. Raven smiled. She would remember. It
was hard to be wise when one was as young as she was, but she would try.
As she turned and continued on her way, she heard the coyote bark · again,
but this time i t s ~ Y!£ I..!.£ sounded more like the•~ Ha~•" of the
Blessingway.
END
- Charles de Lint
(Note:
The Story of Ma'ii and the
traditional Blackfoot Trickster tale.)

■ occasins

is a retelling of a
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